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when he enters the world, a turn-up nose. The poor little
girls, however, seem sometimes to have escaped this attention
on the part of the parents, for the advent of a girl is con-
sidered a misfortune in a family, and everything that goes
wrong is attributed to the bad star which protects her.

The Prince wore his black mustache cut off square above
the lip, and his beard neatly shaven about the throat, leaving
a narrow strip from ear to ear, coming to a point at the chin.
At our first stopping-place for relaying he insisted upon my
drinking with him. He adhered to his religion by partaking
of nothing stronger than orgeat. We never lost sight of the
distant mountain where Tlem^en lies, and I longed to see
something more interesting than the rolling country covered
with dwarf palms and rocks, presenting at every turn a re-
markable similarity which became monotonous. We passed
shepherds driving several hundred sheep together, and we
went through them like a boat going through water. An
occasional douar of a few miserable tents could be seen in
the neighborhood of. a brook, where the women went stealth-
ily to get water, half hiding their faces and ready to run when
they found themselves too near the diligence. Half a dozen
lank camels browsing in the little valleys raised their long
necks to gaze mournfully at our compact caravan, moving
slowly up the- hill in a cloud of dust, the horses' bells jingliog
lazily, while the travellers were dozing, weary, hot, and dusty*
Our fourth and last relay wras made at the foot of the mount-
ain, and within sight of our destination, which we reached at
a furious gallop, on as good a road as that of the Champs
Elysees.

While we were still without the fortifications, portals, and
walls of the ancient capital, three handsome and well-dressed
youths, eight, twelve, and sixteen years of age, came dancing